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The Tragedie 

1 caonolongcr hold me patient. 

Hcare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out. 

In (haring out that which you haue pild from me ; 

Which of you trembles not that -ookes on me # 

If not, that I being Queene,you bow like fubie&s, 

Y et that byou depofdc,you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villainc.do not turneaway. 

Glo. Foule wrinkled witch, whatmakft thou in my fight# 
Q, M. Bat repetition of what thou baft mard, 

That will 1 make, before I let thee goe : 

A husband and a fonne thou owcft to me, 

And thou a kingdome,all ofyou alleageancc: 

The forrow that i haue, by right is yours, 

And all thepleafuresyou vfurpe,is mine. 

Cjlo. The curfe my noble fat her kid on thee. 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcorne dre wft riuers from his eyes, • 

And then to drie them,gau’ft the Duke a clout, . 

Steept in the bjoud of prettie Rutland : 

His curfes then from biiternefFe of foule, 

Denounft againft thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not we, hath plagude thy bloodie deed. 

So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Hafl, O twas the fouleft deed to (lay that babe. 

And the moll mercilefle that euer was heard. of. 

Ri. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported. 

Dorf. No man but propbecied reuenge for it. 

Buc. Northumberland then prel'ent.wepf to fee it. 

£hi, Mar, What# were you (nai ling all before I came, 
Readie to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now yout hatred all on me #> 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much with heauen, 
That Hcnriesdeath,my louely Edwards de^th. 

Their kingdomes lofle, my yvofuilbantfhrnent, 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfcs pierce the cloudes,and eater heauen 2 
Why then giue way dull cloudes to my quickc curles J 
If not by warre,by furfet dieyout king* 

As our by murder,to make hitn a king. gdward 


of Richard the third’ 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales* 

For Edward ray fon, which was Prince of Wales. 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Queene,for me chat was a Queenc, 

Out liue thy glorie,likemy wretched fdfc : 

Long maift thou hue to waile thy childrens lofle, 

And fee another, as I fee thec now, 

Deckt in thy gloric,as thou art ftald in mine .* 

Long die thy happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened homes ofgreefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England : Queenc, 

Riuers and Dorfct,you were ftanders by, 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings,when my fonne 
Was ftabd wiih bloody daggers, God 1 pray him, 

That none of you roay liue your natutall age. 

But by fomevnlookt accident cutoff. 

Glo. Haue done thy charnie thou hatefull withered bag. 
QJM, And leauc out thee. f ftay dog, for thou fhalt hear me 
I f heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftore. 

Exceeding thofe that l ean wifh vpon thee : 

O let them-keepe it till thy finnej be ripe, 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the trouble* of the poore worlds peace r 
The worrae of conference ftili begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends (ufpeft for traytors while thou liueft. 

And take deepe traytors for rhydeareft friends. 

No fleepe ciofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlefle it be whileft lome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diiiels. 

Thou eluifh markt,abornue rooting hog. 

Thou that waft feald in thy riafiuitie 
The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Thou Asunder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Thou loathed sflue of thy fathers Jovnes, 

Thou ragor honour, thoii detefted,&c. : - i • ;:> : 

Glo . Margaret. • 

Richard. Glo , I~T a. 
t 1 call thee nor, 


Gif. Then I crie thee mercieifdt I had.thougbe 
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